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Fun Week by Week. 
By THE PARTY ON THE Spor. 


Wednesday.—Longest day. Went with a lot of other mugs to see 
the sun rise over Stonehenge. Sun rose all right, but we didn’t see 
him in consequence of his modesty veiling himself in clouds. 


A SUN SET AFTER A SUN RISE. 


Each took the liquor that he likes— 
Some sandwiches, buns and cakes, 
And off we went—on foot—on bikes— 
In wagonettes, traps, and brakes, 

To see the sun o’er Stonehenge rise 
In the dawn of the longest day, 

But the sun preferred to elude our eyes 
In its useful modest way. 


Came sleepily round by Oxford to back-up the Duke and Duchess of 
York, and help Kitchener, Rhodes, and the rest take their degrees. 
Got Mr. Atkinson’s Charmian to win the Emperor’s Cup for a 
yacht race from Dover to Heligoland. Took H.R.H. Princess 
Louise down to the Albert Hall, and helped her to open the bazaar 
for the Charing Cross Hospital. Went and heard Charles Fry speak 
‘‘Manfred.”’ Dreadful subject, but allis fish to Fry, and he “ did it 


lovely.”’ I heard a lady say so. 
International Rifle Match. 


Over to Loosduinen for the 


Switzerland came out top—Briton 


bottom—tut! tut! 


Dined with Lord Welby and the L.C.C. at the 


other L.C.C. (luxuriously comfortable Cecil), also with the Royal 
Maternity Johnnies at the Albion and the Licensed Victuallers’ 
School at the Crystal Palace. Got back tor the Royal Society’s 
conversazione at Burlington House, and the “outdoor” As You 
Like It at the Botanic Gardens. 


Thursday.—Hurried down to Kew this morning, and got Princess 
Marie nicely married. Ran over to see how the Peace Congress was 
getting on—found one of the delegates had challenged another to 
a duel—good old Peace Conference! Helped some ladies and other 
people to celebrate the Bedford College Jubilee. Got Admiral 
Dewey over to Colombo and helped to present him with casket 
which was given away with a 1,000Ib. of tea! He said nice things 
about the English, which we feel were very true. The Empire 
League met at the Guildhall just to show that the country is in no 
immediate danger, and I took the opportunity to run over and give 








I - Nowcz.—vhe Editor will not be answerable for any contributions, artistic or literary, spontaneously sent in. No contributions can be returned 
unless accompanied by a stamped and addressed envelope. 


Waldeck- Rousseau a hand in his second attempt to raise a Ministry. 
Of course we did it, but they are rather a mixed lot. Went and 
closed the Italian and German Parliaments for them. 


Friday.—Got her Most Gracious down to Windsor quietly and 
comfortably, and then went and had an hour or two at Sandown. 
Nice day and pretty sport, but didn’t do anything. Got back and 
helped H.R.H. lay the foundation of the new building for the 
Schools of Art Needlework. Got Kipling safely to Kensington, 
and wouldn’t let anybody interview him, much to a lot of people’s 
chagrin. 

THE REPORTER'S LAMENT. 

Here’s Kipling come over the sea 

(And plenty of good it’s been doing him), 
But there don’t seem (exactly) to be 

Much chance of a chap’s interviewing him. 
At the door we may call and inquire 

While passage and stairway one slinks about, 
And fuss and kotoo and perspire, 

And Rudyard won't tell what he thinks about. 


Saturday.—Went and helped the Commander-in-Chief to inspect 
the Royal Military Academy. Rushed off to Rugby and unveiled 
‘Tom Brown’s”’ statue. Opened the Rose Show at Windsor Castle. 
Had a look at Warne-Browne and Bovill’s pictures at Graves’ 
Gallery. Ran down to the docks and examined the ill-fated 
Ernest Razin’s roller steamer (a member of the safety bicycle 
family)! Joined the Bishop of London’s garden party at Fulham, 
also the Royal Normal College for the Blind garden party, and 
finally attended the “ Ladies’ Night” at the Bath Club (tub-night, 
I suppose—Saturday, you know). 


Monday.—Took Her Most Gracious down to Aldershot and 
helped her to review the troops. Hard work and hot. Hurried 
round and helped Lady Russell of Killowen launch the Shamrock 
(another present for America “ given away with (almost) a pound 
of tea”). Opened the International Congress of Women for them at 
the Church House. Looked in on the rehearsal of the Arts and 
Crafts ‘‘ Beauty’s Awakening.”” Hada look at John Parry’s pictures, 
dainty and interesting amateur work, exhibiting for the benefit of a 
descendant of the clever pianist, who has fallen on evil times. Saw 
the pastoral play at the Royal Botanic Gardens, and had a peep at 
the sale of the Marlborough gems. Dined with Professor Starr and 
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the Folk Lore Society, and saw the other LadyjRussell launch 
herself on the London stage in the Gaiety Girl—she seems fairly 
floated. 


—Started the Royal Horticuliural Society’s Rose Show 
at Westminster. Took the Duke and Duchess of York to see the 
opening of the new buildings of the Royal Opthalmic H ital, City 
Road. Then had a quiet hour among Mr. J. W. B. Knight's land- 
scapes at the St. George’s Galleries. Took the International Con- 

ess of Women to the National Liberal Club, and went to the pro- 

uction of ‘‘ Beauty’s Awakening ” in the evening. Went with a lot 
of other people to look at Mr. Mortimer Memphes’ new house in 
Cadogan Place. He has certainly had it “nicely done up.” The 
decorative scheme is simply “ flowers.” 


THE HOUSE BEAUTIFUL. 
(Air from the Mikado). 


If you want to know what they are 
Why—gentlemen of Japan, 
With skill of the vase and jar, 
And skill of the screen and fan, 
Have figured in lively paint 
In these corridors queer and quaint, 
With truly artistic restraint. 


Don’t sniff at a chap who flings 
Wide doors to ‘‘ Sassiety’s’’ set— 
You don’t understand these things 
It’s simply art etiquette. 
Perhaps you suppose the throng 
As judges of art ain’t strong. 
If that’s your idea your wrong. 
THE SPorrer. 
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Sleeping Beauty]; or, Waking Him Up. 
A MASQUE. 
Scene: An Enchanted Veldt. 


CHARACTERS :— 


The Sleeping Beauty ........+. Mr. Paul Kruger 

(his original character). 
ZVMOROME oc cccvcccccccccccess Mr. Joseph Chamberlain 

(as played by him before all 

the crowned heads of Europe). 
Faithful ...... ce cveccccccece Sir Alfred Milner 


(by special request). 
(Wild Boers,’ British Lions, + yess war correspondents, peace 
societies, policemen, and other wild animals ad. lib. 


Curtain risesJand; discovers Sleeping Beauty surrownded by a 
guard of Boer policemen.) 
POLICEMEN’S CHORUS :— 
(With apologies to Mr. W. S. Gilbert.) 
Sleep, Beauty, sleep! 
Oh, but our master is ** deep ”"— 
Keen is the glance of his eye! 
Oh, but he’s sly, devilish sly! 
Hush, hush, hush, softly on tiptoe creep, 
Sleep, Beauty, peacefully sleep! 
Watch o’er your slumber we carefully keep; 
While we in unison tenderly sigh 
Lullaby, Beauty, Lullaby, Beauty, 
Lullaby ! 


When the P'liceman isn’t jumping on the Briton, 
He loves to sing a happy little song— 
With the joy of life he’s desperately smitten ; 
All things by turn, and nothing very long. 
He doesn't call the dirty Kaffir “ brother,” 
If he kicks him it is only Boerish fun— 
Oh, take one consideration with another, 
The Policeman’s life is here a jolly one. 


Sleep, Beauty, peacefully sleep, 
Your Pretorian guards tender watch will keep, 
Johannesburg never shall ‘‘ wipe your eye "— 
So don’t you worry, but lullaby 
Lullaby ! 


Beauty (waking up angrily) :— 


Vot vos dis noise you go to mak¢ 
Vile 1 take vorty vin] 





eeepc 





You vos one fools I tinks! 
For vot you shout von lullaby 
And vake me oop, ven here I lie 
And take mine vorty vinks ? 


(Falls asleep again.) 
(Enter Faithful, followed by ‘fairies, to peaceful pastoral piping.) 
. FAITHFUL :‘— 


Upon a special mission, 
I arrive ! 

To improve our friend’s condition 
To contrive— 

Wake up, wake up, you Beauty— 

Come along, and do your duty, 
Look alive, look alive ! 


(He kisses Beauty violently in the eye.) 


Beauty (waking) :—Ah, it my yong friendt vos. I nothings to say 
haf, I my vorty vinkstake. So long! 


(Falls asleep again.) 
FAITHFUL (the Peaceful Curse) :— 


Hark ye, my friends, he goes from bad to worse! 
Hark to my words, though now I stay my hand— 
I came to bless, but find that I must curse, 
This Faderland ! 
Policemen (in horror) :— This Faderland ! 
Hark, while ye may—you’re growing so unruly, 
Trueheart will come, and speak a word in season ! 
Then you will cry but vainly for yours truly ! 
He will not reason— 
This is High Treason ! 


(Faithful turns to go.) 
Beauty (waking) :—Must you be going—sorry—good-bye ? 
Policemen :— Sleep, lullaby—sleep, lullaby. 
(Beauty falls asleep again. Ezit Faithful.) 


(Sounds are heard of lions roaring to a blare of trumpets. Enter 
Trueheart, followed by lions, war correspondents, peace socicties, all 
quarrelling violently.) 


Policemen :— 


TRUEHEART :— 


Awake, you Beauty, hastily awake, 
No more, in peace, your forty winks you'll take ! 
Come, sir, I’m waiting, I, who mustn't wait ! 
Rise, sir, and bring this happy land to date ! 


For— 


I mean to have the Franchise for my friends out here— 
To delay another moment, sir, will cost you dear— 
So, prithee, sir, be wary, 
I am Joe—the Secretary— 
And I mean to have the Franchise! Don’t you hear! 
Don’t you hear! 


(Trueheart places trumpet close to Beauty’s ear, and blows a 
martial blast. Beauty jumps to his feet and proceeds to set his house 
in order. Wild dance of everybody, and 

(CURTAIN. ] 











Encouraging the Children. 


Dear Sir,—So many thanks for your famous Dictionary. Am 
glad to say it answered all my expectations—based upon my 
credulity. I may say I have been unable to sleep for years. After 
consulting the most wonderful collection of everything worth 
knowing under the sun, I found myself going off into a 
soothing slumber, which lasted quite half-an-hour, and when I 
woke up, which I did with the cramp, I found myself almost covered 
with the volumes. I shall certainly recommend your Dictionary to 
my friends. } 

I tried the effect of these volumes upon my children. The effect 
upon the baby, who had been howling most distractingly for the 
past month, was indeed magical and instantaneous. It clasped a 
ponderous tome with both its puny hands, and slid beneath the 
volume, which seemed quite fitted for a tombstone, and was wrapt 
in silence. The other children don’t come near me now. The 
result must be considered good. 
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The Shamrock. 


Srr Tuomas Liptron’s YACHT. 
Here's luck to the Shamrock ! 
(It smacks of Old Erin.) 
We'll toast it in Irish, 
For no one is fearin’ 
That it is a sham, 
Although it will rock 
When crossing the ocean 
To where Pats oft flock ! 

















Harrowing—For Kruger. 


(‘* Those fell into a grievous error who 
thought that there was a party within 
the Government who, having put their 
hands to the plough, would now draw 
back.’’ — Mr. Chamberlain’s speech at | 
Birmingham. } 

THE Government will not draw back, 

Now they’ve put their hands to the 

plough ; 
Such news Old Kruger’s mind will rack, 

And, we should think, furrow his 
brow! 








Hatched under Fire. 


On top of Cotswold Range 
The rifle butts are raised; 
Thence comes a fact so strange, 
That all must feel amazed. 
This spot, the great ‘‘ Thames”’ source, 
Where noted ‘‘ Seven Springs ”’ meet, 
Through target sent with force 
Oft fly the cartridge fleet. 
Which lodge within a bank, 
Where ‘‘ wagtail’’ built her nest ; 
Shot whizzing, whirling sank, 
Giving this mite no rest. 
She brought up there her brood, 
And only left her nest 
To search for needful food 
And nourish them her best. 
O self-denying beauty ! 
Thou dost a lesson teach; 
Such noble sense of duty 
How few of ws can reach! 
At last the fatal shot 
To her breast unerring sped ; 
Ah! tender mother’s lot, 
Upon her nest found dead ! 
JANE H. OAKLEY. 











From a Convict’s Diary. 


(‘A convict recently discharged from Parkhurst Prison, Isle of 
Wight, speaks in the highest terms of the establishment, and 
appears sorry to have left it. He describes it as a sanatorium, and 
thinks that, if the doors were accidentally opened, three-fourths of 
the prisoners would decline to walk out.] 


Marcu 1st.—H.M. Prison, Parkhurst. My last week in this 
delightful health resort. Seven short days, and then good-bye to 
bracing sea breezes, a comfortable bed, and good, wholesome food! 
Such nice fellows here, too! Some of them were regular toffs and 
drove their two-hundred-guinea carriage horses. Well, I suppose, 
I must make the best of a bad job, but it’s very hard to be thrown 
upon the cold, heartless world when one has been living in luxury 
for three long, happy years. (The page is hear blotted with tear- 
stains.) 


March 8th.—It is all over. What a sad parting! My friends 
bade me farewell with tears in their eyes; there was scarcely a dry 
pocket-handkerchief in the prison ; even the warders were affected. 
So here am I, an outcast. Shall I return to my stuffy suburban 
villa, to my scolding wife and slobbering children? Never! I could 
not endure it. No; I will commit a fresh offence and secure 
another term of calm repose and cheerful society at Parkhurst. 


March 1st.—The deed is done. Irobbedan old lady on the high- 
way, and allowed myself to be caught almost red-handed. Ugh! 
how bare and comfortless this beastly police-cell is after my cosy 

rnoar ‘ ‘ | le r tT yi. + 1 





She.— And you propose to keep a wife on your small income! 
the dress I now have on cost?” 
He.—*‘ Well, you see, there would be only the skirt to reckon for, would there?” 
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What do you think 





March 9th. —Great Scotland Yard! I am undone. Some 
officious old idiot came forward in the police court this morning, 
identified me, and proved a complete alibi. Confound the fellow! 
I never saw him before in my life, and I told him so; but it was no 
use. ‘he pig-headed magistrate discharged me, and said it was a 
most remarkable case of mistaken identity—and so it was. What 
a disgusting country thisis! The bloated officers of justice do all 
they can to keep poor fellows out of gaol. No matter. I will have 
revenge. 


March 12th.—My vengeance is accomplished. I followed my inter- 
fering witness to his home, waited till it was dark, broke into the 
house, and cut the old gentleman’s throat with his best silver- 

lated carving-knife; then I buried him in the back garden. 
Bodhage that will teach him to mind his own business in future. 
To-morrow I shall put a large stone on the railway line, and let 
them catch me in the act. 


Then, hey for the Wight little Island, 

The right little, tight little Island! 

For it’s healthy and snug in the merry “ Stone Jug” 
Of that right little, tight little Island. 











Trans-valour. 


Tur Boers believe we shirk a fight with them, 
With a touch of apprehensive valour, 
They may regret, full soon, they did not stem— 


Brave tho’ they be—their blustering, rash Trans-valour. 
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Amateur Fancier (to Hypercritical Friend).—‘‘ There! Perhays you'll kindly tell me what fault you have to find with him!” 
H. F.—“Hum! Hah! Not a bad-looking tyke, what there is of him!” 


Help the Poor Country 
Parson. 


INCUMBENT :— 


Hevre! Help! Help! 
I sink in the mire of debt! 
Taxes unmerciful, Rates unfair 
sSurdened with more than I well can 
bear 
Worn with toil and worried with care— 
Never relief I get! 
Pay! Pay! Pay 
That is the ceaseless cry ; 
Incomings daily grow less and less, 
Outgoings larger than one can guess, 
Sad is my lot, as you all confess ; 
gut never relief you try! 
Rate-collector impatiently waits 
Calm and stern at the Vicarage gates— 
Why arn I tortured by all the Fates ? 
Heaven alone knows why. 
Radicals rave, in their Radical way, 
I)liberal Liberals cant all day, 
‘* Parsons were only made to pay,” 
That is the Liberal cry! 


Help! Help! Help! 
Daily I vainly shout. 
Answered alone by a ribald curse : 
Charity draining poor Poverty'’s purse— 
So I go drifting from bad to worse, 
Till Justice itself I doubt 


- . : + 
; + ’ 


ay : 


Never a friend speaks out for me, 
Everything for the “workman ”’ free— 
Relief for the clergyman? Why should he 

Ever be cast aside ? 

‘‘ Keep the wolf from the Vicarage door ? 

Nonsense, think of the working poor ! 

Priests want for nothing of that we’re 
sure, 

Broad Church, or low, or high! ”’ 
Socialists dream of a share all round 
Dream of a policy all unsound 
“ Why should the clergyman cumber the 

ground ?”’ 

That is their wicked cry. 


Help! Help! Help! 
Yearly I vainly crave— 
Never an answer greets my plea— 
But the same old cry, “‘ Let the Church 
be free 
From the trammels of State, and—then 
you'll see 
How charmingly we’ll behave !”’ 
Pay! Pay! Pay! 
Still comes the dismal ery— 
Never a single moment's peace— 
Outgoings never appear to cease— 
Incomings every year decrease— 
Miserable am I! 
Children to feed and clothe, and teach 
Poverty’s claim which we constantly 
preac] 


¢ 








Vulgar abuse our only reward, 
Nothing more can the country afford, 
Praise for the Statecraft and praise for 
the Sword, 
But let the clergyman die! 
BALFOUR :— 
‘“ Help! Help! Help!”’ 
We have heard you murmuring ! 
A little relief from their heavy load— 
A little relief from the cruel goad, 
That urges them on down debt’s high 
road— 
To the clergy I gladly bring. 
Pay! Pay! Pay! 
Still though I have to cry— 
A little relief I shall gladly spare— 
A little relief from the load you bear— 
A little relief from your weight of care— 
You'll find is drawing nigh. 
We have heard your cry of bitterest woe, 
We are grieved to see you suffering so— 
So whether the Liberals like or no, 
Relief we intend to try. 
One half of your taxes we remit— 
Happy that we can accomplish it— 
For we think that it’s only right and fit, 
To listen at last to vour cry ! 


Objects to Sermons. 
Taggle.—‘*I don’t think people ought 
talk in church, do you? ”’ 
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RURAL INCUMBENT.— 
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HELP THE POOR COUNTRY PARSOt 
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The Mysterious Major. 
CHAPTER 1.—*' SCANDAL,” 


THERE was nothing very remarkable about Major Dibs’ personal 
appearance, but whatever it was it caused a tremendous flutter 
of hearts in the select boarding establishment of Mrs. Bloomer at 
Westbury. The flutterers were Miss Tabitha Catty, Miss Blanche 








“ BenoLp, HOW HEEDLESS OF HIS FATE.” 


Furry, and Miss Claudia Thom, three maiden ladies of—hush !— 
uncertain age, whose charms collectively might have engaged the 
attention of the gallant Major had he Boos able to bestow them 
under one hat, and that one—for choice—being the very ‘ fetch- 
ing’ hat of Miss Lucy Summers, another paying quest 
at Mrs. Bloomer’s. But she, hat and all, belonged in the very near 
future to Mr. Herbert Wallis, a young gentleman also staying in 
the house, and who, having escaped the ingenious wiles of Miss 
Catty and Company, had fallen a willing victim to the counter 
attractions of Miss Summers. 

The morning after the arrival of Major Dibs, the three maiden 
ladies sat in solemn conclave in their favourite seats in the drawing- 
room. 

‘* Now, girlies,”’ said Miss Thom, after they had eagerly discussed 
the merits and demerits of the newcomer, ‘‘ we mustn't quarrel 
over him like we did over Mr. Wallis, and allow that designing 
minx Miss Summers to carry him off.” 

“Carry him off, indeed,’ echoed Miss Furry. ‘We lost him 
through your absurd carryings on.”’ 

“Oh, you nasty, wicked, story teller!’ said Miss Thom, half 
crying. ‘‘ You never gave me the chance. Who was it, I should 
like to know, made the poor fellow take refuge in a low billiard- 
room, by following him about so?” 

“Don't you dare put thatdown to me, you deceitful thing. Ask 
Miss Catty who it was.” . 

‘Well, dears,”’ said Miss Catty, soothingly, as a matter of fact 
I think you share the honours. I met you both one morning 
suspiciously near the place.” 

‘* And what were you doing there?” said the others in a breath. 

‘* Watching the sad sea waves,"’ said Miss Catty, dreamily.”’ 

“| daresay, indeed.” ; 

““And thought,” continued Miss Catty, not heeding the interrup- 
tion, ‘‘of the years which had elapsed since they first began their 
ceaseless surge upon the beach.” 

“I had no idea you could remember back as far as that.”’ 
said Miss Thom spitefully, ‘‘ Do tell us all about it.” 
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“If Ido happen to be a few years older than you, remember age 
carries wisdom.”’ 

“It's the one proof you possess of your extreme youth, dear.” 

“ Nasty spiteful thing!”’ 

“Cat!” 

Girls, girls, don’t quarrel. There he is,” exclaimed Miss Furry. 

‘‘Who? Where?” shouted the girls, running to the window. 

“ Why, Major Dibs, walking up and down the parade. Behold, 
how heedless of his fate the little creature plays.” 

“His three fates,” said Miss Thom. ‘Happy thought, Miss 
Catty shall be Lachesis, and preside over the past. I——” 

“T won’t,” snarled Miss Catty furiously, ‘‘do anything of the 
sort. Iintend to be his fate, and I’m going this very instant to 
meet him on the parade.” 

‘* By appointment ?”’ 

“No; by accident,” said Miss Catty triumphantly, as she swept 
out of the room to don her hat and gloves. 

‘‘Poor Major Dibs,” said Miss Furry, ‘‘ he looks worthier of a 
better fate.”’ 

‘‘T should think so, too,’? snapped Miss Thom. ‘It must be 
stopped at any cost. Don’t you think it would be kinder, dear, if 
we told one or two of the others and let them watch the meeting; 
Mrs. Bloomer, for instance.” 

‘Yes, yes!’’ said Miss Furry, “so that we can turn her into 
ridicule at lunch time.” 

‘* No,” replied Miss Thom, in a shocked tone. ‘‘ Nothing of the 
sort, my dear. Merely for the sake of propriety. Miss Catty is 
such a giddy young — Oh, my dear, that ought to fetch 
him.” 

‘*Do you think so,’ said Miss Catty, as she entered the room 
attired for the sortie. ‘‘ Don’t let him see you at the window, or 
you'll spoil all. You girls shall have your chance afterwards if I 
don’t succeed, but I feel sure I shall, I have such an itching on my 
left hand.” 

‘‘ Where ?” asked Miss Furry. 

‘On the third finger of the left hand,” said Miss Catty solemnly ; 
‘‘ it’s a sure sign.” 

‘“‘ Poor thing,’”’ muttered Miss Thom, as Miss Catty sped down- 
— on hererrand. ‘‘ Ring the bell for Mrs. Bloomer, will you, 

ear?” 

‘*My dear Mrs. Bloomer,” she continued, when the worthy lady 
made her appearance, ‘‘I am truly sorry to disturb you, but-——”’ 

‘“‘Notrouble at all, me dear,’ said Mrs. Bloomer, panting. ‘If 
that was the only trouble I ’ad 1 could rest easy in my bed.” 

‘““What, has Mr. Bloomer—— ”’ 











cea 


“Tr’s a ScRE S81 iN,’ SAID Miss CAiTy, SOLEMNLY. 


i. tn oo ; rer 
| ie Bloomer’s been alright since his last bust, and is a-sittin 
U as ) 1 in the KIT hit thi var emit sol ] aT 


¥ 


uv =! Hea 


* 


JuLy 4, 1899, 














urry, 
iW. 


hold, 
Miss 


the 
it to 


wept 
of a 


t be 
ir, if 
ing; 
into 
the 


iy is 
tech 


om 
, oF 
if I 
my 


ily ; 


- 


wi- 
ou, 


audy 
‘If 





JuLy 4, 1899, 





FUN. | roe 

















‘* Major Dibs? ”’ 

‘* Yes, miss. He says he’sa major. I took him for a dook right 
off, with his lordly airs, and paying a month in advance, but you 
never can tell ’em beforehand, and I can’t turn him out now under 
a month.” 

* But surely ——’ 

“‘Ah, you don’t know all. There’s something very mysterious 
about that major. He ain’t what he seems, and the language he 
used to that poor girl—— ”’ 

‘* What do you mean ?” 

‘* Such a nice gentleman he seemed, too, last night. ‘Want a room,’ 
he says; ‘money no object; shall be out all day, and sometimes all 
night,’ he says, ‘ but that won’t matter to you, but I want to be left 
alone,’ he says. ‘ Yes, sir,’ I ses, ‘study, I suppose.’ ‘ Yes, study,’ he 
says, grinning. 

“Well, I takes him for one of those gents as tries to pass examina- 
tions, you understand, and didn’t think anything of it. But this 
mornin’, after breakfast, when Susan was cleaning up his room, and 
looking round a bit, as I tell her to do, in he creeps up behind her. 
‘What are you doin’ here?’ he says, savage like. ‘ Cleaning up, sir,’ 
she says, a bit saucy like, I daresay. ‘Go to the ——’—I won't 
repeat his exact words—‘scarper,’ he shouted, when she didn’t 
take any notice. ‘And if I catch either you or the old gal’— 
that’s me, miss—‘in my room again I'll wring your necks.’ I 
believe he’s a dinnermiter.”’ 

‘‘ Oh, I can’t believe it,’’ said Miss Thom, trembling. ‘Such a 
nice man, too; and poor Miss Catty, she must be warned. She has 
gone to meet her fate, indeed.”’ 


(To be continued.) 


Waftings from the Wings. 

Messrs. BERTE THOMAS AND GRANVILLE BARKER’S comedy, 
The Weather-Hen, produced by Miss Madge McIntosh at Terry’s 
Theatre on Thursday afternoon last, is unquestionably clever, 
perhaps a little too clever, with too strong a Norwegian flavour, we 
are inclined to think, for a general audience. The authors have, 
however, that saving grace, a sense of humour, and the general 
effect of their comedy is to give one the quaint and somewhat 
piquant impression that Ibsen has written a French farce and 
christened it The Weather-Hen. 


Miss Madge McIntosh was distinctly good in a somewhat trying 
part, and was admirably supported by a strong caste. 


In spite of the hot weather, the Belle of New York is going as 
strong as ever. It is supposed that some day or another, say ina 
year or two’s time, it will become a little passée, but at present, it 
must be admitted, it is asfresh as ever. That this musical-comedy 
possesses some new and wonderful charm, who can doubt. It does 
not when you think of it in cold blood seem so very different to 
other musical comedies, but the charm is there, and we are inclined 
to believe Miss Edna May is a Mascotte. In fact, we could believe 
any good thing of that charming lady. 


The Wagner-Tschaikowsky concert at Queen’s Hall last Wednes- 

day evening was well attended, in spite of the tropical heat. The 
Symphonie Pathétique was greatly appreciated, as also the duet 
(Elsa and Ortrud) from Act II. of Lohengrin, sung by Miss 
slauvelt and Miss Lunn. Part IJ. was devoted to Act I. of 
Valkryie, an opera whichI am afraid the British public do not 
take very kindly to, as its nature inclines to the stolidly sturgid 
genre, suitable to the German organisation. The exponents, Miss 
Jaxon, Mr. Hoose, and Herr Senger did the best they respec- 
tively could. The conductor (Mr. Henry J. Wood) seemed very 
tired at the conclusion. 


Mendelssohn’s oratorio ‘‘ Elijah’ was the subject of the per- 
formance upon the occasion of the 161st anniversary festival of the 
Royal Society of Musicians of Great Britain at the Crystal Palace 
on Midsummer Day. Mr. Santley’s voice was as powerful as ever, and 
his interpretation of the music elicited a storinof applause. The 
tenor parts were rendered by Mr. Ben Davies most impressively. 
Madame Albani’s soprano voice never seemed sweeter, and Clara 
Butt’s powerful contralto was full of feeling. Miss Stanley Lucas 
did capitally as The Youth, and Miss Florence Power, Mr. Arthur 
Thompson and Mr. Franklin Clive collaborated in the part singing 
excellently. The Handel Festival Choir, London contingent, 
improve year by year most praiseworthily. Their unanimity and 
cohesion produced a mighty voice, which gave emphasis and 
ennunciation to the several choruses. Mr. Walter Hedgcock was 
at the Great Organ, and Mr. August Manns conducted with his 
well-known energetic dexterity. 


nightly large parties of the most eminent representatives of English 
society, including His Royal Highness the Duke of York, whose 
expressions of satisfaction on the occasion of his visit must have 
been peculiarly welcome and encouraging to a management whose 
aim is ever in the direction of sumptuousness and refinement. 
Foreign visitors of musical distinction have been represented 
by the members of the orchestral body known as “ La Grande 
Harmonie de Roubaix,” in honour of whom the combined 
orchestras of the Empire Theatre played the Danish and 
Belgian National Hymns and the Marseillaise (the society in 
question being made up of musicians from Denmark, Belgium, 
and France). The magnificent ballet, Rownd the Town Again, 
continues the most popular feature of a programme which 
includes the remarkable singing of Miss Ada Colley, the mag- 
nificent equestrianism of Mdle. Spampani, the marvellous per- 
formances of the celebrated juggler, Salerno, who is certainly the 
neatest artiste of his particular kind that the stage has yet seen; 
the Pottinger’s Sextette, Bianca Desroches (clever duettists), and 
the American Bicycle Polo Team, in connection with which it 
should be noted that its members are now in their last week, and their 
last prize contest, at the Empire, where they have been a solid 
attraction since Boxing Night. 


Mrs. Albert Barker, who is announced to recite Fitzgerald's 
“ Rubdiydt of Omar Khayyim ” at the Steinway Hall on the after- 
noon of Thursday, July 13th, will, by request, include in the 
second part of the programme selections from the works of Robert 
Browning, Davidson, and Elizabeth Barrett Browning. 


The Australian Sketches made on tour by Harry Furniss have 
been collected and published by Ward, Lock, and Company. ‘The 
author explains the subjects of the sketches in his agreeable, chatty 
style, which anyone who has heard this versatile artist lecture 
will instantly recognise. His remarks display natural shrewdness 
and are of practical use to the intending tourist to Melbourne, 
Sydney, and Adelaide. The illustrations are amusing and of the 
kind one has become accustomed to expect from Harry Furniss. 


Much amusement has recently been caused by a cyclist, who 
carried a giant dummy feeding-bottle on his back, on which were 
the words, ‘‘ Mellin’s Food.” The route taken was by the Crystal 
Palace, Thornton Heath, Selhurst, Croydon, through various 
villages on to Merstham, Redhill, and Earlswood, from whence he 
returned to London, passing through Reigate, Sutton, Streatham, 
and Brixton. A great deal of cheering and laughter greeted the 
cyclist en route, and this served only to attract more attention. 
The cyclist considerately offered several interested spectators a 
taste of the noted ‘‘ Mellin’s Food" by holding out the teat, but 
the idea of ever having to resort to ‘‘ Mellin’s Food "’ was scorned, and, 
although a great number (including some policemen) endeavoured 
to keep a straight face, they were ultimately compelled to give way 
to a good hearty laugh. 








Too Much of a Muchness! 


AFTER THE Sisters’ Trio In “ THe MriKapo.” 


(The Empress of Russia gave birth last week to another 
daughter. 
THREE little Russian maids are we— 
Three little ladies of high degree, 
Though the years of the oldest are only three, 
And the youngest squeals and skirls 
As low-born babes in their first week do, 
While the medium one will at times boo-hoo, 
And drop an undignified tear or two— 
Dear little Russian girls! 


Three little Russian maids are we, 

And proud of ourselves we've a right to be ; 

For a sixth of the whole wide world, you see, 
By our sweet Papa is swayed. 

And heaps of riches, and heaps of power, 

And —_ homage, will be the dower 

Anon of each wee, wee Russian flower — 
Dear little Russian maid ! 


Three little Russian maids are we, 

And Pa and Ma with their love are free; 

Yet a look in Dad's eyes at times we see 
That spoils our childish joy. 

A look of —what shall we say ?—chagrin, 

As he murmurs to Ma: “I wish, my Queen, 

That one of these dear little maids had been 
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| “On Things in General.” 
By Mr. “ Fun’s”’ WASHERWOMAN. 


| I wisn old Kruger would let me’ave a | 

| little peace, wot I means is, I wish ’e 

| wasn’t so pig-’eaded—but wot else can 
you ’xpect from a Boer-’eaded man ?— 
an’ would listen to reason, then I 
shouldn’t ’ave to keep on ‘riten’ about 
‘im; ‘*’e ain’t a very pleasunt subject,”’ 
as the doctor remarked of the stale dead 
‘un. I shoud think that Mr. Chamber- 
lain’s speech at Birmingham ought to 
open ’is eyes. It was a straight-from-the- 
shoulder sort of speech: ‘‘ No more non- 
sense, Kruger, or we hits out!” It’sno 
good a rat tryin’ to fight a lion. 


They’ve shoved anuther penny onthe | 
School Board rate. I don’t know wether 
I quite believes in compulsery eddication ; 
I know it makes kids jolly imperdent. 
They think they knows more than their 
parents, an’ cheeks ’em right an’ left. 
lf they was to teach ’em manners, instead 
of some of the stuff they fills their ’eads 
with, it would be better all round. 
Eddication is all very well, but it’s no 
use teachin’ ’em just enough to make ’em 
long for a black coat an’a top ’at ora 
silk dress, an’ yet not enough to give 
‘em the ability to earn sich things. “I 
don't know wether I’ve made myself 
plain,’ as the wife sed to ’er husbing, | 
an’ ’e replied that there was no occashun 
for ’er to do so, as nachur ’ad forestalled 

: ’er. 
IE oat he Te ; 
ee Wot price Ireland? The latest is 
that Ameriky is goin’ to buy Ireland 
from Great Britain; anyway, accordin’ 
to a paper, the questshun ’as_ been 
aren mooted. Ireland ’as cost us dear in 
Pu many ways, an’ ought to fetch a good 
| price; but I s’pose the rumer will prove 
a ‘*sell,’’ an’ that no purchase will be 
effected, wich is a parafox. 

Mr. Cecil Rhodes is a D.C.L. Does 
that stand for ‘Decidedly Clever 
Leader”? ’E got plenty of ‘chaff’ at 
Oxford, though ’e’s not ‘a man of 
straw,’ by any means. 
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By the time you read this, Dreyfus, 
I s’pose, will ’ave arrived in France, an’, 
unless I’m very much mistaken, there 





| will be anuther jolly good row all round. 


— oH 1 
a las Xf ( PA Hie 
: , = W ()M ‘ 4. — = 
LPF # 1 
=== 
The French can’t do nothink without 


A VERY FINE PLANT. 
; ; plenty of noise (you should ‘ear ’em 
(Saponascens VINOLIA.) drink soup!), an’ ev’ry Frenchman, 
| wether ’e understands the matter or not, 
must ‘‘ ’ave a voice in the matter,” an’, 
| asa rule, it’s a preshus loud voice! 


ANDERSON '’S 


CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF BVERY DESCRIPTION. 
CITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
» GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 


For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 


. TAN GLOSS, or 
r" BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in 


Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON’S goods. and 
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two minutes, boots are ready to wear. 


you get tnen 





S, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON, E.C. 
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